CANTO III.                             53

His armour red with many a stain:
He seem'd in such a weary plight,
As if he had ridden the live-long night;

For it was William of Deloraine.                      30

IV.

But no whit weary did he seem,

When, dancing in the sunny beam,

He mark'd the crane on the Baron's crest;

For his ready spear was in his rest.

Few were the words, and stern and high,         35
That mark'd the foeman's feudal hate;

For question fierce, and proud reply,

Gave signal soon of jclire debate.
Their very coursers seem'd to know
That each was other's mortalfoe,                         40

And snorted fire when wheel'd around,
To give each knight his vantage-ground.

-V.

In rapid round the Baron bent;

He sigh'd a sigh, and pray'd a prayer;
The prayer was to his patron saint,                     45

The sigh was to his ladye fair.
Stout Deloraine nor sigh'd nor pray'd,
Nor saint, nor ladye, call'd to aid;
But he stoop'd his head, and couch'd his spear,
And spurr'd his steed to full career.                     50

The meeting of these champions proud
Seem'd like the bursting thunder-cloud.

VI.

Stern was the dint .the Borderer lent!

The stately Baron backwards bent;

Bent backwards to his horse's tail,                       55

And his plumes went scattering on the gale;

The tough ash spear, so stout and true,

Into a thousand flinders flew.